The light was now shining on the other side of the
road, where there was a pallid wagon-shelter over
the door of which a small black cross was painted.
A pair of cat's eyes gleamed ahead of him. He stopped,
then moved forward again, calling to the animal in
a low voice.

It wasn't just one light but two lights; people
seated at a meal, no doubt, some kind of a feast, per-
haps a birthday party. He dared not take a peep
between the half-open shutters.

Fran9ois found himself in a bare, echoing passage.
His shoes clattered on the tiled floor. In front of him
was a glazed door.

"Who's there?"

Obviously nobody was pressed for time. There was
a pleasing feeling about that interior. They're expect-
ing me. It's my birthday party that's just beginning.
He was impatient to make one of the guests in this
peaceful abode. With a sentimental eye he looked at
the two cloth slippers standing there for the use of
any possible visitor, "just so's he shan't dirty the
floor".

"Who's there? Good evening, Mr. So-and-so: how
are you, Mr. So-and-so? I hope the little So-and-so's
are well?"

The glazed door opened quietly, almost sorrow-
fully. A small boy appeared. He showed not the
slightest sign of shyness. He was a frail-looking little
fellow, with knobbly knees, a face over which the
smooth skin was tightly drawn, bright eyes like laurel
berries. He moved his ears. Perhaps it amused him.
Francois had been accustomed to do the same thing
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